Yavash 


She guesses, skip- 
ping absolute steps 
that lend requisite 


rigor. [] Say |] Why hurry so? 
You're being paid []]/: co- 
researcher. In Bursa, 


family had begged 
Yavash Yavash! Slowly. 


She sped to Cambridge, where 
that melody persisted. Thence 


MIT, who wanted her the odd way 
they cultivate some disparate nuts. 


(Men? you'll ask. Well, she speaks 
when something to say, and 


misses their wit by dreaming 
a story where nothing adds up 


to the admiration 
they demand.) 


At any rate, she's slap- 
dash-ditz to fellow profs 


at Cal Tech now. Worth a laugh 
to actual genius at the least. 


How COULD they anticipate 
an offer from Hamburg 


with the salary of a footballer 
and a lab to die for? Life not 
merely unfair, but insane [] 


The Germans sullying themselves [] 
Besides, a yellow pad at Starbucks 
the only lab required for the moment. 


Afterwards hopping on her Harley 
to let chaotic figures dissolve 
rushing trees above. What 


lingers? Will she ship it 
to Stockholm, eventually 
riding to the ceremony 


in vulgar show as 
fellow scientists 


lay in 
hay? 


Yes. 


